

Good Angels guard thee from the Boare? **„ 

iZJT 1 °u gGl a i 3ppy race of Kin § s; ° 7i 

Fdwdsx nhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourifi,. 

li ; ^Vu e Gh c° n , °f '£*“”< *#W,Z>is wife 

Rschard^Tky. wife,that wretched ^naethy wife 

hourc with thee, y mf& 
Kow fils thy fleepe with perturbations 

*«y o> a quiet teft - 

Thy aduerfanes wife doth pny /„ tfe 
Thllaft "“l 1 

he laft was I that felt thy tyranny, 

O in the patcell thfofe on' l«hdh* m 
And die m terror of thy gniltinefic : ' 

I>reame on,dreame on,of bloody deeds and ,WA > 

To I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid 

But chearc thy heart, and be not thou.difinayd * 

Arfd Rri ^ d , A .«gelf %ht on Lc, 

And Rtcturd&bm height of all his pride, 

TT U • f'^ chard n Wed out of his dreamt. 

_ K.K^.Giueme another horfe,bind vp my wounds* 
Haue mercy Ida : loft I did but dreame 7 

ThlTu C r fc ™ ce > how doft c hon afflidt ^ ? 

The lights burneblewjJt is not dead midnieht - 

Cold fearefuil drops ftand onmytremblin- fiefi, 

S fC p C T y theres none&y * 

Richard loves Richard, that is Jam I, 7 

‘ ™Kr‘ m “»haer here. No. yea, I am, 

ft^ssrsags-aft 

ss;sa‘&r;L#^ 


' — if iuciwfd7/^fJ?C 

. ,? 9 o t rather hate my felfe, - 

? fl h atefull deeds committed by my felfe s 
For h Sine yea , 1 lye 1 am not, 

* thy felfe ipeake well foole doe not flat ter, 

Mv corifcience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues 0 
a pnerv tonsue brings in a feuerall talc* 

And euery talecondemnes me for a villaine s 
S^thehig^ftdegr^, , . 

Murder, fterne murder , in the dyreft degree, . 

All feuerall finnes , all vrdein eachdegree, , 

Throb? all to the Boare, crying all,gmlty,guilty, 

I fhalfdifpaire there is no-creature loues me. 

And iff die , no loule lhall pittie me : 

And wherefore fiiould they ? fincethat I my felfe. 

Find in my felfe, no pitt-y to my felfe* 

Me thought the foules of air that 1 haue murdred 

Came to my Tensandepery one did threat 

To morrowes vengeance on the head or Richard* 

Enter Ratclijfe* ' ’ 

R at. My Lord* 

King.% ounds, who is there ? _ , * 

r m. My ' Lord tis l .* the early village Cocks, 

Haue thrice done falutadon to the mome. ^ 

Your friends are vp , and buckle on their armour^ 

King. O Katcltfe , I haue dream’ d a fe arefull dreame. 
What think’ftthou, will our friends prouc all true ? 

R«r* No doubt my Xord*' 

King. O Ratcliff e I feare, I fcare, i( 

Kau Nay good my Lord be not aftraid ofltfhadoWBsj 
King . By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night 
Haue, ftrooke more terrour to the foiile of Richard? 

Then can the fubftance often thoufand Souldiers ^ 

Armed inproofe, and led by fnailow Richmond^ 

> is not yet neere day comegoe with me, 

Vnder our Tents, He play the ewefe-dropper. 

To heare if any 'meane to fiirinke from me, ' B'x'eant 

Enter the Lords toRichmai.de 
Lords* Good mo trow- Kishmond. 
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